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teacher was art incarnation of God. If he stood
in the presence of his God, what cause was there
for anxiety about the lives in whose welfare he
was interested ? Today Sariputra had the same
conviction, but now there was this difference.
He would then have had to leave the teacher
to go to see his old home. Today his teacher
had left him and he was free to think of the
service of other people. He would like ;to know
how his household had fared and they would
like to know about him. This was Sariputra's
reason for turning towards his village.

As he came nearer and nearer to his old
home, Sariputra recollected in more and more
detail the life of his boyhood. There was the
broad bed of his dear river Narmada ; there were
the beautiful gardens which the waters of the
river fed. There, close to the stream, were
those huge banyan trees. Very near there was
the place where he and other boys of the settle-
ment used to come of a morning to gather flowers
for worship. There, in the distance, was the
bathing-ghat and, just below, the pool called
Narmada Tirtha. Between the green of the grove
of trees the white mantaps of the ghat shone
bright. Some people were standing near them
and the buildings looked the same as before.